Being Gertrude

The early morning sun awakes me now,

A window on either side of my bed;

I cannot escape the light.

I have entered your story, young Hamlet, 

The role we’ve chosen for me:

Gertrude, the faithless mother.

It is an old tale: innocence to experience,

The young man shocked to find

His mother trading reeky kisses in those incestuous sheets.

Who would have known she would desire the man?

Have such thoughts when the blood was cold.

Such longing befits not an aging queen.

Bewilderment, shame, disgust,

Ah, Hamlet, you learned them from me!

Learned to shrink from what is to be loathed and feared,

Not to be touched, lest corrupted

By what burns in us,

And burns in you, though Ophelia died, dies still,

Unable then, and now, to rise to your perfection,

Your tragic flaw, unknown, surprising, 

So dangerous to us all who thought we knew you.

I wake up early now, alone; we’ve bargained, you and I;

I keep the secret of your seeming;

You seek the evil, and so seek yourself.

Readiness is all, you said, and ready now,

Well practiced in my role, I shall, I do, willingly, 

Drink the poison, to the dregs, from the cup prepared for you.

